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“(ih,, how do you Nke 1277

Fite, extellent,” 1 answered with
sn sttempt at feeling “It means

" womething. It has tmbre, It s @

palnting.”

Her eyen glowsd, and her bresthing
became wlow &% she hung on my
words It geve me a deep rush of
ferliig t0 ses her so affected; then
I hegun to understand how much it
wvally weant o her. 1 wished that
I could go on for an hour with my
rulogy, thus giving her new ]ife,

But, don't you think that Just a
touch of Lrown would give that
porch-post more of an old, dead ap-
ponrance™ 1 asked, In & critioal
voles,

She leaned the drowing against a
chnti-back, snd surveyed It from o
dlstatce, "1 belleve 1t would,™ she
waid Anally, as If ber own fote hung
in the change.

From the windaw of the ILeague
siudln T watched her tripping to her
room.  Tier step was light and buny-
put, quite In contrast to the heavy
ones that every morning dinggsd her
up the stalre,  After she furned a
corner T stond looking thonghtfully
out the window for hatf an hour,

#lx of us students sibmitted work
tor n hanging In the Buring Exhibl-
tlon.  On the day thut the paintingw
wora th be sent to the jnry of selec-
flon, Frances Willhiite brought her
ned canves to the Leagus ptudle.
I spent five dollnes for & fraine”
sald she, studving the rival oftls. 1
think it locks fust am well though.
The lury won't consider the frame,”

1 counid not permusde her to go to
funch thst noon; she spent the whale
thne surveying the contesting paint-

ingw.

“You see 1 have signed ™y name
Frances' Willkite*  she  vonfded
But everyhody bnek home calls me
Funnie'  Mother slways calls e

Vannle, o, bhut 1 don't think that
would look dignified enough In the
Acadrmy I do wish thnt wmother
could be here to see “I'he Clories of
e Morning' 1n the Academy, with

B number ot thg tag In the corner,
my naime I the handbook."”
dany, thres weeka [ater, 8 mes-
or havded me a note It waa
i the eoamped, Tainstaking hand of
v oart friend. Tt salid:

1 e I, but only temporarily. 12
vorl can Epare n minnie, will you
wind eatitug on we? 1 you haven't
the time vou need not mind, only 1
wish to henr about “The Glories of
the Morning.'

“PRANCEE WILLMITE"

1 found her number (n a4 frowning
volt of houses, in walking distance
of the Leagus, The |andiady an-
grered the bution, on the fourth
floor Ah” she sald, “my girl iy
sioker than she knows She s po
thin and so uncomplaiining.”

Came 1" sha ecalled with weak
heoriness, hulf arlsing to her efhows,
wi § appenred In the dvoreny. “You,
toe, Mo Regin,  IUs all right, Mm,
Hegun,” she explained with her eyes
gown, In & velee much fraller than
1 hat weer heard it before. “Tt'a all
righit. You see 1 am s0 much—he is
s0 Young.”
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glovles I & drinking-gless o it
ventar-tahle. Her pyes followed inine
rligerly, "You see, | order they
Lt grres every inorilug L
ax] ' wy ars a kind of 1o
wplritic Aoy are mine sl moth
er's favorite flowers. That i why |
put then inta wmy peinting. 1 Hke
thin rour too,"” turulng eppreclat
ingly upon the landlady “It 1In

gufet back here, and? thess 180 win-
dowg (et in lots of Hgh' for my work
I iy ot really mlek ot all, anly when
I st to work It makes pe cough
and I beoone Ured, SHus 1 will be
over tn 4 few daym, Heve Sou heard
from my=-fron: ouwr patntioget*
Her gulvering little Angers clung to
the adge of the foayed covertid am |
shifted for an answer, “l hid the

heat dream Inst pight,” she hurried
on, a® she caught somelling of she
cloud on my fuce T dreiinsd that
I waus In the Acedomy on the flrst
duy of the exhlbll, whin [ saw a
whole group of peoaple puthored
eround o drawing. 1 hurvied 1o the
efge, und what palntng do you sin-
pose it wasl Yes, yon—="The Glorix
of the Moming.' Bul waso'l thar o
foolish dream ™
An 1 left, Mra, Regan followed ¢

I'go the outer hall. “Miss Glory In
there, as I call her,"” she anld briskly
“Is much worse thun she kuuws, 1

wrote her mother yesperdn I'ivim
pleture that shies Kesps golng on abooat

enfit you do somelh'ug 1o vase her
mind for & whil "t won't e for

long, 1 fear. poor giel”

A note came b fow days late
Ing nie that her mother had arrived
asking me to cull 1f o o longer
than o minute. T compared the Ll
with that of the fss etter, and oould
read the pitifal story
I burrded to the cierk of the Acad
my and borrowed un envelope and o
letior-haul T aul n Eive miymel!
time to think of the right or wrong
ofF 't bt ndiivesssd hee p Teller in
cute of the Art Laoeagus (nforming thit
her oil had Leen accepted. The fol
lowing early morniog, with the lstler
gone threugh the malls, 1 hureled to
her tiamber,  “Oh" whe oried with o
irtle note of joy Mot § 41 is
Mr. Harding, thuat 1 bave told sou
#0 much about.”™

The mother ganve me o paft, Teapile
hand, and led e to the hiedieide. M
Wilthite was only an older nnd o
mope  withered morniog-glory,

"I vou konow," Legan the artint
trring to draw herseil up to her ol-
bows, “that 1 had the meme desnm
nwgaliv Just night., Only this time
there were lota and lots of people
around the palnting.”

Tremblingly 1 drew the post-marked
let from my pockel, Her eves
fn-v':r.-d on ft. and bogan to flnsh
with joy. "Oh, mother,” whs wihis-
pered, “You read—read It gquick*™

The mother felt nervoumly around
on the table & moment for ber gluss-
en, ond In & guavering, halting volee
rend my letter:

“Dear Misa Wilhite:

“The chalrman of the jury of se.
Iectlon nsks mo to ootify yeu 10t
your paloting, “The Glorles of the
Morning.' han beeti accepted for a
banging in the Bpring Exhibliion

"Very truly,
— "IHE CLERR"

aire T OFFCERS OF
A 1 T T

&WENTY-U

<)

3 (T

PO MASS MEFTING IN I
VRICTE O R ROOM IssLe b
YISTERDAY

# el in

HoODoHsers, e

ind Persais

Poal Pudthare jns
noo oredonti
[ the conovention 18 1
uves B0 the state con Wl
' lahoma Uy, et

T ganize the ull in
ot Whether the
' ' ttutnpt 1o plaed |
f thi o the coming it

tions will nilsa cop
s Loit L the mecting.

Minves Chinrged With Muorder
LTI EITRON, Michy, Faeb, 14 Einil
kel laanes Jensen, employ s

iperlor wine, near Houghton,

¢ Arrested widay on b chesrge of
wring Frank Tdsteln, a striker In
Tt Lo whileh Ldetels was «harge

! e QERUEssor

World Wants (et Results

i ———
The mother dropped down on tha
edgn of the bed, laanad over and ten-
dorly kissed the pale lips of her
dnughter, while nelther sald s word.
It 1wy bave been five minutes be-
fore either spoke, and then it was the
lrembllng volee of the mother.

"Don't you think that we had bet-
ter get some fresh glories this morn-
ing. Faunje™

The deughter had renewed life
The sunkaen veln® on her arms sxtend-
ed with the pounding blood. She sat
up.  “Mother,” she sald In & firm
volie, “we must go over to the
Acvademy this woriing—they'll let us
Inte the storage-room—und wee my
painting.  Then you can go home,
and T will be well, Don't yon see
how muelh bhetter T am todny?"

Why, Pannle—"

Yeu, we whall" repeated the daugh-
ter with emplisels,

I waited for them in the froul par-
lor. What o do now that my Httle
docait would surely be iscovered, |
did nat Enow, It padned e through
nud toough (o think that (he actist
must kuow, TWhen they came out,
tith the nother Insigting that the
duughter use her arm, I had neyver
sean mo ruddy & glow on the artist's
face. Ter step, too, was light and
sy inging. -~

The sun, In the splendor of early
morntng, wrs heaming over the loug
line of voufs. “Ja It pot glorlous to
e oit in the morning?™ si'd Fran-

“Juet 2t this Hme the Kiories on
the trellis at home are ot thelr bast,*
ior guletly,

we were ploking our
Wiy Gyap ro=elng, AN mutomobile
camis careering down the street, and
whiczed by us with a mad, cintters

R rusi. T am not pars that it strack
her ot mil, for a Lreath af air would
blown her over. Refors we
ould rench her, she tottersd und fell
The hemorthage st In befure (he
hespital was raached.

I told the other students at the
laagie how It wan: altho iwh moany
of UM wers strigEMng fgoinst the
wolf that niways prowis close (o0 on
et ient's door, It wasn 1 Nberal
aolloetion

At the statlon, two davs inter, 1
helped the mother anto the train, nnd
“it nuletly In the seat with her untl)
the guard's |aet warning Sev, 0
have L™ she eald with a snd smile,
taking  her tremblng  hond  from
mine, and funmbling in her ke black
mitchel for the letter, *“When 1 get
hack home T shall have It fry
kaen 1t niways, kovp It alwny

“Here" T said, rlving, and thrisiing
the bille into her hand, “is somethlng
;mm e stndents. It s ool much
yf—"

She looked at the roll humbly »
moment, and then hurt understand-
Ing crept Into Wer face. “No, I will
not teke IL" she sald fiemly, 9
know that Panole would net want
me o'

Wih e Mitle hand =t T
to nmie, 1 leansd over nnd whisperad
Into her edr: "It I8 for thoriing-
glorier for her—sll of 1"

Bright tearm bagan 1o Elisten  in
ey fudad eves while she motionsd
for me (o lower oy bead, and they
roverantly whispered, "Yos, | thiuk
Fannia would ke that
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